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Ozhogin. Fomin posted guards and gave orders for the
horses to be fed with oats.
A strong, gusty wind was blowing from the east. A
brown cloud of sandy dust concealed the horizon. A heavy
mist hung high above the steppe. The sun hardly pierced
the veil of the mist. The wind snatched at the edges of
the men's greatcoats, at the horses' manes and tails. The
animals turned their backs to it, and sought shelter close
to the bushes of hawthorn scattered about the fringe of the
forest. The men's eyes streamed with the prickling, sandy
dust, and it was difficult to see anything even at a short
distance.
Gregor carefully wiped his horse's muzzle, hung the oat-
basket round its neck and went to Kaparin, who was
feeding his horse on oats poured into the fold of his greatcoat.
" A fine spot you've chosen for the halt I" Gregor
remarked, pointing to the forest with his whip.
Kaparin shrugged his shoulders.
" So I told that fool, but you can't convince him of
anything."
" We should have halted out in the steppe or on the
outskirts of a village."
" D'you think we can expect an attack from the forest ? "
" Yes, I do."
" The enemy is a long way off."
" The enemy can be quite close ;  they're not infantry."
ct The forest is bare ; we shall see them if they come."
" There's nobody to see them; almost everybody's
asleep. I'm afraid the guards may be asleep too ! "
" They're not in a fit state to stand up after last night's
bout, you won't rouse them now! " Kaparin frowned as
though he were in pain, and said in an undertone : " We
shall be lost with such a leader. He's as empty as a bottle,
and stupid, quite incredibly stupid. Why don't you want
to take over the command ? The cossacks respect you.
They'd follow you willingly."
" I don't want to ; I'm only a passing guest here," Gregor
drily answered. He went off to his horse, regretting the
indiscreet confession which had fallen from his lips.
Kaparin poured the rest of the oats out of his greatcoat
on to the ground, and hastened after Gregor.
"You know, Melekhov," he said as he walked along,